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EDITORIALS. 
J T seems to be inevitable that every new 
organization must come forward on the 
boards and introduce itself with a graceful 
bow and sweep of the hand, at once depre-
cating its existence and acknowledging its 
hopes. The new board would much prefer, 
as they did in the old days, that the pro-
logue of the part they are to play next year, 
could be read out for them by a sombre per-
sonage in a black velvet gown. vVe feel a 
proper modesty in thus introducing ourselves 
but there is no convenient "deus ex ma-
china," to do it for us. So we hurry off the 
stage like amateur actors in a charade, giving 
the college our hearty assurance that we will 
advance its interests and defend its position. 
Meanwhile the great panorama of human 
events continualll}' changes its form and col-
oring like the bits of glass in the kaleido-
scope. Nowhere does the scene shift more 
surely and regularly than in college life. 
Every year we are called upon to give the 
retiring members of THE TABLET a last set-
up and a last grasp of the hand. It is 
scarcely necessary to say tHat the present 
high reputation of the college paper is large-
ly due to the talent and ability of the board 
retiring this year. We wish to show our 
appreciation of what they. ha~e done by 
thanking them most heartily 111 the name 
of the college. But we may as well look 
into the future as into the past. The pa-
per is left in hands as yet untried and 
there are several vacancies on the board. 
The success of any one will depend largely 
on the literary merit of his articles. THE 
TABLET hopes that wherever the undergrad-
uate happens to be he will now and then 
leave off for a day sporting among the 
waves in his bright-colored bathing suit, 
or flirting with his best summer girl and de-
vote himself to his college paper. Summer 
is not a time for picking berries alone, but a 
time when the undergraduate should make 
plans and look forward to the few remain-
ing years of his college life which are rapidly 
fleeting away. 
.. . .. 
AS another Commencement draws near, 
THE TABLET would urge upon the 
Alumni the importance of visiting the col-
lege. The strengthening of old ties and the 
formation of new ones, the refreshing of the 
reminiscences of college days and associations, 
aside from the stimulating of an interest 
which may, perhaps, have grown somewhat 
dormant, would indeed contribute in no 
degree to the common weal. The future of 
the college must of course depend largely 
upon its alumni. If the spirit manifested at 
the last annual banquet of the N. Y. Assoc-
iation, and again at the Glee Club concert 
given in New York during the Easter Recess. 
be taken as an index of the esprit de corps of 
the alumni at large, the outlook seems very 
bright. 
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Two things of which Trinity stands in ur-
gent need are a library building and chapel. 
For them we appeal especially to the more 
affluent of our alumni. But to all we would 
recommend the augmenting of the "Alumni 
Library Fund," nearly all the income from 
which is expended for b0oks which the stu-
dents are likely to use. In no other way 
would small gifts be of greater service than 
in this. 
• • * 
AS each succeeding college year draws to a close, and all of us who are to return, 
flee from the summer's heat, saying as it 
were " au revoir " to these college walls-
still there will always remain one class whose 
history is written and whose career at Trinity 
ends with the year, And this year, as once 
more THE TABLET comes forward to bid 
adieu and wish success to the graduating 
class, it is with a deep sense of the loss that 
both it and the entire college will sustain 
through the departure of '93. Trinity has 
seen many classes depart from her walls, each 
with its own honor, with its own crown, but 
it seems no empty boast to say that but few 
have merited the praise due the present 
graduating class; a class of which our alma 
mater may be justly proud. What quarrels 
we may have had; what ill feelings we may 
have sustained must now be laid aside, such 
are things of the past and the honor of a 
cane rush or the loss of an office are events 
that time renders insignificant in the light of 
that kindness and faith which each Trinity 
man should show the other. So now, at 
the hour of parting, let us grasp the grad-
uates' hand with a loyal trust in his sin-
cerity, mindful only of what he has done 
for the college and the good we ourselves 
owe to our alma mater. And so, '93, fare-
well. 
• • • THE TABLET wishes to express its 
hearty approval of the steps which have 
been taken towards procuring a track, realiz-
ing as it does, how essential suitable places 
for training are to the successful pursuit of 
any branch of athletics. For the past few 
years Trinity's record on the track has not 
been as brilliant as might have been desired, 
nor is it to be wondered at, considering the 
disadvantages under which the team have 
labored, but for the future the prospect 
seems very much brighter. There is much 
excellent material in college, and the gen-
erosity of the men in their subscriptions 
towards the track fund is evidence of re-
newed interest. Upwards of $400 has been 
contributed, and it is hoped that the requisite 
sum may be raised before commencement, 
in order that the work may be begun this 
summer. THE TABLET would commend 
this object to the attention of alumni and 
friends of the college as being one of most 
obvious ways in which their generosity can 
benefit the athletic interests at Trinity. 
O NCE more the time has come around when the Senior leaves the petty trials 
of the college world, and starts out to ll!eet 
those of real life ; and so again the time has 
arrived to review the victories and defeats of 
the past year, that perchance the Senior may 
live over again his successes, while the un-
dergraduate may find a lesson in the Senior's 
defeats. And first in regard to studies. The 
year has been a remarkably successful one in 
this respect; the amount of work done shows 
plainly that the broad system of electives is 
the right system. The fact that no plan of 
awarding the Holland scholarships has yet 
been decided upon is deplorable, but it is to 
be hoped that this long deliberation will re-
sult in a plan which will give more benefit to 
college and to _ scholar than the old. 
• • • 
THE inability to secure Charter Oak Park 
for the spring games was unfortunate in the 
extreme, for without doubt the meet would 
have proved most interesting, but, even with 
things as they are, Trinity may begin to hold 
her head up again in track athletics, and the 
gaining of two places at Worcester this year, 
augurs well for next. Three college records 
have been broken this spring, notwithstand-
ing the omission of the college meet, viz., 
the " hammer throw," "putting the shot," 
and the two-mile bicycle record, all of which 
reflect great credit upon the two men who 
made them. But the same brightness does 
not envelope the foot-ball and base-ball 
records. The blame of peculiarly unsuc-
cessful seasons can be laid at no one's door. 
Hard luck, lack of conscientious training, 
and a discrepancy in good material may 
perhaps explain it. 
THE TRINITY TABLET. 
. But to turn to a pleasanter subject. The 
trip of the musical organizations and their 
other concerts, are, indeed, a thing to be 
proud of, the more so inasmuch as such a 
thing has not been done in years before. It 
re-institut_es a custom at Trinity which ought 
never again to be dropped, since it henefits 
so materially our alma mater. 
• • • THE manner in w_hich the C_o~1mence-
men t parts are assigned at Tnmty, sug-
gests a thought which seems pertinent. It is 
but fair that the men who have not wilfully 
and continuously neglected their work be 
eligible for Commencement speakers, and it 
is certainly right that their differing degrees 
of eligibility be determined upon the excel-
lence of the orations submitted. But the 
method of determining the two higher honors 
is open to more criticism. When all the 
other Senior theses have been handed in and 
the speakers nearly determined, those luck-
less individuals who during their course have 
attained the highest marks, are condemned 
to uncertainty and doubt until the last exam-
ination paper has been corrected and the 
senior standing published; thus for thf fi-
nally-appointed valedictorian and salutatorian 
but one short and busy week is left in which 
to prepare and commit the most prominent 
addresses of the Commencement exercises. 
And here we strike the root of the evil, the 
marking system ; and it is a significant fact 
that the new universities and colleges of our 
country and the more progressive of the 
older ones, Cornell, Smith, Harvard, and 
many others, have done away with the gram-
mar school system of per cent. The Har-
vard system with slight modifications, seems 
a good one. Four grades, A, B, C and D, 
are announced; should any student's work 
in ~ny department fall below D at any time, 
he 1s put on probation for a month to raise 
his work to the required standard. Should 
he fail to do so he is dropped. Thus the 
pernicious studying for marks is in a· great 
degree discouraged, and the student is al-
lowed to specialize to a certain degree, with-
out however destroying the cherished old 
i?ea of a liberal education. By coopera-
tion of the professors, according to this 
system, the standard of the college could 
most easily be raised, to the infinite 
benefit of the institution. From pres-
ent indications Trinity cannot be a large col-
lege, but we can be a preeminently thorough 
little college, a degree from which signifies 
positive excellence, not mediocrity. By 
such a method of raising the requirements, 
and pruning of dead and useless branches, 
the Massachusetts Institute of Technology 
has made a world-wide reputation and 
achieved financial prosperity. Then when 
the honor consists in obtaining a degree 
rather than in a close approximation to 
nine-nine on a scale of ten, then let the 
graduating class choose from their number 
as valedictorian and salutatorian, men who 
are eminently qualified to represent the class 
on its Commencement Day. 
THE CATHEDRAL. 
SOFTLY the echoes move away, between Th' uplifted pillars : then the holy air 
Falls to a mellow silence ; then the rare 
Windows of olden time, the darkened screen 
Carven to fantastic spires,-more dimly seen 
The emptied choir,-the mighty arcs that bear 
With bended power this beauty up, declare, 
As men's work may, what Deity should mean. 
Here are two musics met: the chords that run, 
From high to low, across the threads of Time 
Throb with the changing moods and fates of man, 
The unaltered stones, in still harmonious plan 
Making space beautiful, softening the notes that climb, 
Figure th' eternal Peace,-
Life's manifold shapes made one. .llf. P. C. 
TAMMIT. 
(A Comedy of Lowland Weaven.) 
W E all know the brae where the school house stands, close at its foot lies 
Cunnely, and beyond many a mile of dark 
moor and fen. 
Here and there the walls of distant farm 
houses gleam white upon the dark expanse. 
Around the brae over the moor steals the 
road to Glasgow, a thread of gray winding 
amid green heather, while the shallow Dee 
flows sluggish from the west, with many a 
curve seeking for the sea. 
People become old in Cunnely at thirty. 
Backs grow bent over the loom, and faces 
withered in the struggle against the wolf. 
The poor-house stands hard in their sight, 
bitterest of fates to honest weavers. But 
the kirk-yard claims its own at fifty, and the 
children growing up take their turn in the 
endless cycle of this village comedy. 
There is a tavern in Cunnely. It was 
here the radical club met and talked politics 
over the cups when I was a lad, and here 
Tammit made his reputation as a wit. There 
is a trap door in the floor of the common 
room, through this the members of the club 
withdrew when their wives came in search of 
them. 
The village youth play "I dee, I dee, I drop-
pit" in the kirk close. But they quickly dis-
appear from si~ht when the domine comes 
out of the manse. 
The stile by Craige's store serves as a 
trysting place for village lovers. We have 
all loved a lass once. God forbid that it 
should be otherwise, better though for some 
it had not been. Luddi Cullum was a 
gallant once and wore a flower, but he died 
a bachelor. His lass was drowned in a flood 
of the Dee. Such was Luddi's comedy. 
Whenever I go back and see that stile I 
think of sweet, sad things that have hap-
pened there, for I too have been a lad of 
Cunnely. 
No man living now ever attended school 
in the school house that stands at the top of 
the brae, a mark for the storms and winds. 
Its usefulness is over. Wandering fakirs 
took the window frames and door for fire-
wood long since. The floor is rotten and 
broken through in places. In winter the 
snow drifts in through the window openings. 
In summer the boys show their courage by 
shouting in at the open windows, then they 
run away. 
The path the master trod for twenty years 
up the brae to the school house is over-
grown with weeds and heather. When I 
was a boy it could still be faintly traced. 
Now it has dh·appeared. 
So our path in life is remembered and held 
dear by some who loved us, but tbe winter 
of years passes over them and their children 
have never known it. 
Here the master often walked with Jamie. 
Along this path went Jamie and Marget in 
the springtime of their love. By this also, it 
is remembered, Marget returned to Cunnely 
in the storm. 
Tammit, the master who last held sway, 
lies buried in the kirk-yard. A stone green 
with moss marks the place. Tammit, son of 
Ludwinks. Died Nov. IO, 1815, aged 55. 
A poet who knew the story of his life has 
added, "Pray for him." 
They prayed against him when he ruled, at 
the tavern but forgave him dead. 'Tis a 
common thing and needs no comment. 
Tammit was one of the lords in his youth, 
and spoke much of grace and the word. The 
tavern knew him not, and Cunnely held him 
in high regard. But alas for human right-
eousness. Tammit went to Glasgow on a 
summer's day, and there went through some 
bitter ordeal that lies dead and buried in 
the kirk-yard with him. He crept back 
into Cunnely one night after those ten years 
a cynical and broken man. Ruled as a wit 
at the tavern thenceforth. Spoke mightily 
against women, bitter jests that are remem-
bered yet, passed down from father to son. 
Those who sat at the tavern with him nights 
told of queer, witty sayings, but his eyes 
would glitter and his face grow hard if they 
questioned him of Glasgow or himself. 
I believe the master had sinned and the 
world frowned, and he repented to be met by 
its sneer. God knows which is hardest but 
alike they drive the iron into a man's soul. 
'When they laid him out at the end there 
was a silver ring on a cord about his neck, 
and this was all they knew of those ten silent 
years. There was a woman in it somewhere. 
But there the hand of death had dropped 
the curtain. 
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Jamie was Clunie's son the sheep raiser 
whose farm lies to the south of the brae'. 
When Jamie left Cunnely, Davie Campbell 
bought it. It is remembered that his son 
John went to London and made a name for 
himself by his songs of the Lowland weavers. 
Marget was not a village lass, but came to 
Cunnely shortly after Tammit was appointed 
school-master by the government; and it 
happened in this way. 
Tammit called on Sandy McGee one 
afternoon, "Sandy," said he, "Ye be a 
purty good mon, and held in respect by them 
as knows ye, and I would to tell ye some-
thin.' " 
"Wee!, weel," said Sandy, taking credit 
with himself for not being over proud, " tha 
be some as says ai." Then they looked at 
each other and the master placed his hand on 
Sandy's shoulder. "Sandy," he said slowly, 
"There be a lass frae Ellerslie of my ain kin 
that ha lost faither and mither. A bon-
nie lass and muckle siller in't. Ye micht to 
tak her, wha spie ye ? " 
" Wha no ye sell," said Sandy, innocently. 
11 I canna do wee! by her as ye. I mae be 
held goud as ye amang the folk." 
"Yees," drawled Sandy. 
"Ay an there be siller, mon." A quiet 
smile played about the master's mouth, as 
he spoke, for he knew his man. 
" How muckle siller?" asked Sandy. 
"Twunty poun'." 
"Twunty-five?" said Sanely. 
"Wee!, twunty-five it be." 
"An' a gill o' whisky ter hin' tha ?" 
Then they crossed the street arm in arm 
and disappeared behind the tavern door. 
In the fall Marget came to Cunnely, and 
went to school under the master. 
In the years that followed Jamie was much 
with the master, and went to the kirk no 
more, for his father was dead, and there was 
none to make him go. Alas, be it said that 
Jamie became worldly, but was Marget's 
lover none the less. This we know was the 
joining of the threads wherewith the fates 
wove a comedy to a bitter ending. 
Jamie married Marget in the kirk. Tam-
m it refused to enter but sat outside on a grave-
stone to the scandal of the people. Tammit 
was al ways doing something scandalous. 
The minister would have been disappointed 
otherwise. Tammit served as an example 
wherewith to point many a moral. 
In the songs of the Lowland weavers, a 
poet of Cunnely sang of the love of a poor 
weaver for his wife, and how when she died 
her grave never lacked a spray of green, 
while the weaver lived. But one day the 
poet seeing no spray upon the grave knew 
that the weaver had ceased from his toil and 
was dead. 
There are some in Cunnely who knew of 
whom the poet sang. A sad song. But he 
kn~w both Marget and Jamie, and might 
have sung a sadder. 
There was little love lost between them 
after the first. Marget made eyes at the 
miller's son, and Jamie drank and kept bad 
company. I know not which was right or 
which wrong. But one night Marget stole 
from Jamie's house and went off with her 
lover, and was seen no more in Cunnely for 
many a day. Next Sunday, the domine 
preached an edifying discourse and the miller 
disowned his only child, 
From then on, Jamie went from bad to 
worse, even Tammit had no power over him. 
Some secret bond held these two men to-
gether, only in the light of the end it came. 
Too late for all. But from the night in 
which Marget fled from Cunnely, the master 
went to the tavern no more. 
The famine that filled the kirk-yard had 
come and gone, and the grass had grown 
green upon the graves for half a score of 
years, when as the master and Jamie sat to-
gether before the fire on the farm house 
hearth, there came a knock at the door. 
We know it was Jamie who unbarred the 
door as the master, sitting in his chair before 
the fire, turned half around. With an oath he 
shut and barred it. 
" vVha was tha," said Tammit, looking up. 
"Nought," and Jamie turned his back toward 
the room and looked out of the window. 
" I kin I heard ye swear." 
"It wear a fakir," said Jamie an' he 
worrit me wi' his beggin'." 
The master leaned forward. holding his 
hands to the fire. " Twa feet of snaw," 
he said thoughtfully. "The lads will nay be 
a courtin' the lassies this night. I kin the'l 
raither hug the fire." He drew his chair 
nearer the hearth as if the thought chilled 
him, and looked up again. " Be the cattle 
in ? " 
"Twa hour agone," said Jamie. 
Then they were silent, buried each in his 
own thought. The wind blew the snow 
against the window panes, and a little rift of 
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it collected on the floor, drifting in und~r the 
door, when the heat of the room gradually 
melted it. 
"A mon micht hae a drink on sich a 
night," said Jamie after a while. 
" A little micht do nay harm," and the 
master leaned back in his chair. They drank, 
but Jamie had little to say, and the 
master soon arose and plodded home-
ward through the snow. There he lighted 
his lamp and sat down at the loom. 
Sometime in the night there came a knock, 
a low call for aid, and Tammit, taking up his 
lamp opened the door and looked out. 
Then he raised the lamp and let the light 
fall full upon the face before him. The lamp 
fell from his hand, and the wick sputtered 
out upon the floor, for the master stood face 
to face with Marget, come back to Cunnely, 
for the miller's son was dead. 'When the 
master saw her he put out his hand and drew 
her in. " Lassie, 0 lassie," he said, and that 
was the only reproach he ever made her. 
I think Tammit saw more than Marget's 
face by the light of the lamp. The face of 
another woman, and that, here there came 
upon him his last punishment, and his re-
demption. The master never again spoke to 
Jamie. 
There was a scandal in Cunnely when the 
folks heard there was a woman at Tammit's 
house, and the Auld Lichts passed by on the 
other side of the street primly, heads held 
high, and feet hurrying past the place of 
abomination. 
He who had spoken bitterly of women was 
himself become the victim of their tongues. 
An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. This 
is but fair, and balances the scales nicely. 
There is no tenderer friend or crueler foe-
Hold, reader. A woman 's but a woman, 
after all, and men have their follies as well. 
Only it were hard that Tammit should suffer 
for the truest thing he had ever done. 
It happened one day that Dagit met the 
master face to face in the doorway of Craige's 
store. They looked hard at each other and 
Dagit's hand stretched out a moment. But 
Bell Craige was watching him through the 
window, and he turned and went his way, 
leaving the master alone in the doorway. 
Nevertheless his lip quivered and he went 
home by a long way. 
Through the winter Tammit toiled early 
and late; the light shone in his window when 
Cunnely lay dark and asleep. The stern 
face grew pinched, and the sturdy form bent 
with the ceaseless toil over the loom, until 
one day the struggle ended and the master, 
exhausted, went to bed, glad that there 
might be some ending to it all. 
On the night of the day the master went 
to bed, the domine and elders met determined 
to do their duty by the kirk and village. 
It was moonlight when they started down 
the street to the master's house, the dominie 
in the lead, the rest following close behind. 
Only Robbie McFarlane lagged in the rear. 
Tammit had kept him from the poor-house 
once, and he would fain have gone home. 
But he feared lest the minister should see him 
and went on. It is remembered he sat on 
the threshold when the others went in, but 
had disappeared when they came out. 
" When we came tha," said Dagit, who 
told me of these things, " Thar wear none as 
was dien to be first, but the minister wear 
nay afeared and he knockit." 
" Twa Marget sel'l as opened the door. 
Awa wi ye woman," said he "wauld ye 
stand before your betters," and he pushed 
her aside and marched solemnly in and we 
after him. 
When last I was in Cunnely, I went up to 
the master's cot and stood in the room where 
these things happened. The windows were 
stuffed with rags. The plastering of the 
wall was stained and broken. When one 
looked up at the roof he saw the sky. I 
dared not sit on the solitary chair, the 
last surviving relic of habitation that stood 
propped on two legs in the corner. But 
I stood looking about the room peopling as 
it must have looked that night many years 
back. They are gone now, the way of all 
flesh. Marget and the master, and their 
judges, lain long and forgotten in the kirk-
yard in sunken graves. Peace be to them. 
Time has made it for them as for the living 
now as if this comedy had never been. 
The light was dim within the room, the 
table and chairs and even the bed upon which 
the master lay were indistinct in the feeble 
flickering of the peat fire on the hearth, and 
the loom stood silent in the corner, as when 
the minister pushed by Marget at the door, 
and Tammit turning in his bed at the sound 
of voices faced his judges forty years ago. 
" It wear nay as if we wear a makin' judg-
ment agin him," said Dagit, "but he on wi, 
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and nay a word did we say but stood a 
lookin' at him wi' the precentor nippin' the 
dominie to be~in, but he did na'. Dagit 
spied the domine to me nix call time. When 
I see Tammit wi' the death licht in his e'e, I 
could na' speak. I hold the Lord ha' pun-
ished him. Weel, weel, Dagit, the wicked 
hae their ain way for a time. But I would 
·na' be as Tammit. 
There they stood face to face and Tammit 
was the first to speak. 
"It were kind in ye neighbors to come, but 
little use to offer help and comfort to me, 
bein' at the las' step out o' the road. Weel, 
I thank ye." He raised himself on his elbow, 
and regarded them gravely, thinking they 
had come to him in remembrance of the days 
when they had been boys together. Then 
there was a long silence. He looked at 
them and they at one another, waiting for 
the domine to speak, but the master spoke 
first. 
"Poor Marget," and he looked up at her, 
for she sat beside him. "There'l be none to 
care for ye now, none to wurk for ye when 
Tammit gang awa. Dinna care Marget, we 
hae laid muckle siller by." The tears were 
running down Marget's face, and the master 
saw them. "Hauld, ye snivellin' lass, and nay 
be a pesterin' me wi tears. I dinna love _a 
woman's tears." Then he turned away his 
face from her toward the minister. 
" I heard her whisper to him," says Dagit, 
·" and sa did the domine, faither, and we 
Iookit at ane anither and then we lookit at 
Tammit." 
I believe now that Tammit saw them not, 
but was gazing over and beyond them 
through the little window out upon the road 
wistfully. We all know that the road behind 
the brae, over the moor leads to Glasgow, 
and Tammit's wistful eyes were gazing 
through thirty long years, and the smile 
upon his face was not for the domine or 
elders. 
It is remembered that Tammit looked 
through the window silently a long time. 
The precentor's wife had bidden him be 
home early, and he was the first to go, and 
the rest stole out soon after like guilty school 
boys, and left Marget alone with her father, 
but neither domine or elders saw Robbie 
McFarlane on the threshold, he had gone 
home long before, and Lisbeth saw him going 
over the brae. 
As the master lay looking through the 
window peacefully, where the road lay white 
in the moonlight, Marget wearied with long 
watching, fell a5leep. 
And while Marget slept, Jamie looked 
in the window, and his white face was 
pressed against the pane a long time but 
Marget saw nothing of this, being asleep. 
And sometime during the night the master's 
hand groped ou~ in the dark for her, and 
feeling her not, he gave a great sob and the 
light went out of his face, leaving it cold. 
When she awoke and leaned over the bed, 
Tammit lay dead, and the comedy had been 
played to its end. 
Of the rest only this is remembered, that 
Marget lived and died in Cunnely, and lies 
buried in the kirk-yard by the side of the 
master. 
But Jamie went out from Cunnely, a wan-
derer, never to return, and lies buried God 
knows where, but far from kith and kin. 
Peace be to him. G. W. E. 
EVENING. 
ON dreary marsh-land darkness settles low. The sky is dull and gray, save for away A cold pale brightness marks the orb of day 
Far down the West. Faint ghost of ruddy glow 
The sunset comes and goes. The shadows grow 
So long that all is sbad<?w, and the gray 
Of twilight falls. On silent pools yet stray 
Reflections of the latest gleams, then go. 
The fringing alders by the black brook blend 
Into a wall of deep'ning gloom. Below 
So stilly glides the stream I scarce can hear 
Its mournfull murmuring though strained my ear. 
Athwart my way a light gleams that I know. 
A latch is lifted ; left the drear day's end. 
R . P.B. 
A MATTER OF TASTE. 
TOM was universally conceded to be one of the most popular fellows in college. 
He was one of those careless men who can't 
quite give up the tokens of last night's fun, 
and, if they have to discard dress suits, stick 
to their Oxford ties, and appear next 
morning carelessly attired in these with 
sweater and duck trousers to match. A care-
lessness that throws off intellectual burdens 
very lightly is one of the chief characteristics 
of these worthies, and may be considered 
Tom's strong point also. But Tom's weak 
point was dress. Never did popular Thomas 
go over to call on the Hill without setting 
off his handsome face and masses of plonde 
curly hair, with creations of dress that fully 
equalled Poole's in their splendor. His soul 
abhored an ill-fitting garment or a cravat 
that was out of style. A direliction of that 
kind in himself he would have believed im-
possible. 
The short and busy college June was rap-
idly passing away. The several absorbing 
college sports of spinning "lignum vit~" 
tops, barn-ball, and racquet-ball had each 
reached their prime successively, and de-
clined from their glory. The weather was 
gettiug so oppressively hot and the exams 
so oppressively near that helping the janitors 
cut the grass under the old elms was given 
up and making the postman run the gaunt-
let was found to be no longer am using. 
Even the freshmen stopped playing tag 
around the Bishop. 
In nearly all of these occupations Tom had 
taken a prominent part, and he was still in-
defatigable. It was his junior year, and he 
was bound to have a good time. He might 
have been seen rapidly traversing the campus 
at all hours of the day and night, on his 
way "down town," and doubtless exhaust-
ed all the good nature of his friends in 
borrowing quarters for car-fare. He wore a 
straw hat with the widest possible brim and 
a red, white, and blue ribbon and showed 
marked preference for the lately introduced 
and beautiful cravats of green patterns and 
broad ends. Tom of course had his "best 
girl," who held complete sway over his 
gentle heart, and Tom's best girl was espec-
ially fortunate about this time. They went 
to the circus, and many were the walks,. 
rides, and matinees in which they were seen 
together. 
But to hasten on to the culmination of 
Tom's little adventure. It was a propitious 
day in "lazy week," and everything was in 
the full tide of activity. On this day Tom 
was to give a tea. It was the culmination of 
his social hopes and haa all been arranged 
by Tom and his best girl. His room was 
in beautiful, artistic order and our hero him-
self had been rushing about all day in ar-
tistic disorder, clad in a sweater, dirty duck 
trousers, one patent leather and one russet 
leather shoe. Tom must have depended on 
the sun-dial on the campus for his time, 
as he never had a watch that would go. The 
girls had been asked at four, but were not 
expected to come till later. It was grow-
ing later, however, than the negligent 
Thomas thought, and the waiter from 
" Commons," was expected every minute, 
with his tray. 
"\Nhoop it up, Tommy," yelled Tom's 
chum from his bed-room, and Tom bolted 
into his room and began to shave. He had 
covered half his face with lather and held his 
razor uplifted, when there was a knock at the 
door. "Come in," said Tom, using the po-
lite formula of the college. 
Most men meet their fate unconsciously. 
It is a happy provision of providence. Tom 
walked into his study to meet the waiter 
with a nonchalance worthy of a better cause, 
and confronted a string of gorgeously dressed 
damsels at the head of whom was his best 
girl. The knight and the '' faire ladye " 
stood face to face, but in what a woeful 
plight was our poor knight ! There he stood 
petrified, with his razor uplifted, and half his 
face covered with lather, in sweater and duck 
trousers, one patent leather and one russet 
leather shoe. For one instant they looked, 
then there was a horrified rush for the door. 
The best girl darted a parting glance of in-
dignant scorn. Beauty fled from the Beast. 
Exclamations something like this were borne 
to Tom's ears through the door. 
"Oh my,-did you see him,-what a 
shame,-what shall we do, girls,-poor Tom, 
etc., etc." 
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Happily, just about that time, some fellow 
collegians outside struck up that good old 
Yankee melody, of 'Neath the Elms. 
The rest of our story is very pathetic. 
Some other young men, including Tom's 
chum, flew to the rescue, and the ar-
rival of the chaperone cut the Gordian 
knot. The young ladies were escorted to the 
place where the college giant had just made 
his record with hammer and shot. Then 
they went up to look at Alumni hall which 
had just been beautifuily painted, and to ad-
mire the way in which their dresses harmo-
nized with the class banners and the color of 
the walls. But when poor Tom again be-
came visible, he was unmercifully persecuted. 
Our champion was neither a bull nor a 
bear among the fair sex, though he might 
be classed as one of that extremely tame 
species of animals, the social lion. His best 
girl would not look at him. Indeed, Tom 
feared his tender romance would never 
recover from the blight cast on it, and for a 
long time devoted himself to Bacchus and 
the Sixty-nine club. But time brought a 
happy reconciliation. 
J.B. B. 
VERSE. 
DREAM-THOUGHT. 
OH ! the joy and the peace of t~e child-faith \Vhich comes to us never agam, 
But is crushed 'neath the heel of the conflict 
That is waged in the great world of men, 
Oh ! the dreams that we dream as we _struggle 
'Mid the rush and the tumble of life, 
With our faces set bravely towards duty 
And our hearts far away from the strife. 
We dream of a love which controlleth, 
Of a friendship which seeks not r~ward, 
Of a striving which looks towards attamment 
Untouched by the semblance of fraud. 
Of an impulse by purity strengthened, 
Of the weak ones upheld by the strong, 
Of the peace which shall find its fulfillment 
In the conquest of right over wrong. 
Of a future where Hope reigns triumphant 
In the promise of joy which it brings, 
Of life's evil made captive to virtue,-
Oh ! we dream such impossible things. 
And w11 toil at the task that is set us, 
And the days of our hoping go _by, . 
And our life-work accomplished-still. dreammg 
We lay down 0ur burden-and die. 
A;1d though nought is made real that we looked for, 
And our dreams are but dreams t~ t_he last, 
They alone make our lives worth the livrng, 
Till all joy and all sorrow be past. 
W.H.B-
DOUBLE ACROSTICS. 
\Vhen one would build a fire 
He first must cross the sticks. 
I don't desire 
To kindle fire 
When I have crossed the Styx. 
PROOF POSITIVE. 
THE man of letters rules the land,-
The modern despot he : 
Go watch the postman an,amorn, 
If you convinced would be. 
N. 
DeF.B. 
NOW AND THEN. 
I. 
0 THE <lays, and O the dances 
Of that olden, 
Golden 
Time! 
Swords and lances, 
Tender glances, 
Love and laughter, war and rhyme, 
Made the wide world all romances, 
Life a song, a wedding-chime ! 
II. 
Ho, sad Sir, I match the Present 
,Vith your dusty, 
Rusty 
Time! 
Knight and peasant, 
Cross and crescent, 
These have passed, but Life's old chime 
Rings the same, now sad, now pleasant-
Tears, love, laughter, joy and crime ! 
A, L. S. 
TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 
O BROTHER, borne o'er many seas and lands, 
I come, sad death's last mournful rites to pay, 
To crown thy frosty brow with flowery bands. 
Thy silent form, so cruelly snatched away, 
I call in vain from Fot tune's ruthless hands. 
Alas! poor brother, now these gifts I lay, 
All watered with my tears upon thy tomb. 
Take these, thy father's sacred rites that tell 
That grief and love survives the grave's sad gloom ; 
An<l now forever hail, and now farewell. 
W. W.R. 
MATCHES. 
"MATCHES are made in heaven," so they say. 
I got a box of sulphur ones to-day. 
From the odor they emit 
Name of" }Tell-stick" was quite fit, 
But where they're manufactured I won't say. 
EXPERIENCE. 
'Tis strange how soon freshmen to by-words 
Catch on,-
N. 
The buy words at commons are 
"Hang it np, John." DeF. H. 
COLLEGE AND CAMPUS. 
Special efforts will be made next year to in-crease the list of advertisers and subscribers. 
Many of the students can help in this lin~, ~nd 
will receive fifteen ( 15) per cent. comm1ss10n. 
Rates may be obtained on application to the 
Business Manager. 
THE TABLET BOARD. 
The present number of THE TABLET is the 
first under the new board, elected June 5th. It 
is made up as follows : Managing Editor, Geo. 
W. Ellis,· '94; Business Manager R. L. Paddock, 
194; Literary Editor, J. B. Birckhead, '94; 
Stoddard, '94, Davis, '94, Reese, '95, Hicks, '96. 
At a meeting of the Trinity College Dramatic 
Association held Monday, June 19th, 1893, 
Resolved: That a vote of sincere thanks be 
extended to Messrs. Cheney Brothers, South 
Manchester, Ct., for their generosity in con-
tributing the material for the new curtain for the 
stage in Alumni Hall. 
And further Resolved: That a copy of these 
resolutions be sent to the donors, and also that 
they be published in THE TRINITY TABLET. 
For the Association, 
Henry H. Pelton, President, 
C. C. Barton Jr., Sec. and Treas., 
Walter S. Schutz, Stage Manager. 
WRITTEN IN EXAMINATION ROOM, 
June 16th, 1893. 
THE Spring is gone, and June is here again, 
And in her beauty beautifies the earlh ; 
The flowers follow on the footsteps of the rain 
And heavenly fragrance heralds nature's birth. 
But though 'tis June-sweet June-I hate and fear 
The month which once I deemed the fairest of the year : 
Since through her days-alas-I'm forced to "Cram," 
For I'll be dropped unless I pass this June Exam. 
s. 0. 
T, C. A, A. MEETING. 
The T. C. A. A. held its regular summer 
meeting on June 3rd, but, owing to dead-locks, 
only three offices were filled, the elections to the 
rest being postponed to another meeting. The 
results of the first elections were as follows : 
Secretary, C. J. Davis, '94; Senior Member of 
the Executive Committee, J. W. Edgerton, '94; 
Junior Member of the Executive Committee, 
John Strawbridge, '95. 
At the special meeting held June 7th, the fol-
lowing officers were chosen : President, Shirley 
Carter, '94; Vice President, J. M. Wainwright, 
'95 ; Treasurer, N. T. Pratt, '94; Sophomore 
Member of the Executive Committee, W. S. 
Langford, '96; Manager of Base-ball Team, R. 
S. Graves, '94; Junior Director, M. B. Bordley, 
'95 ; Sophomore Director, S. K. Zook, '96. 
THE TABLET SUPPER, 
THE TABLET supper took place at Heublein's,. 
Thursday evening, June 22nd, and was a very 
pleasant affair indeed. The formal toasts were 
responded to by Professor J ohnso!1 and . ~fr. 
Richard Burton of the Coura11t, and in add1t10n 
to these there were a number of informal speeches. 
At the diocesan convention of Vermont, held 
June 22nd, the Rev. Dr. Hart was elected Bishop 
of the diocese, made vacant by the death of 
Bishop Bissell. Dr. Hart is yet undecided as 
to the acceptance of the election. While the col-
lege sincerely congratulates him on his election,. 
they will regret very much if he should accept it. 
The following men have received elections to 
the Senior Honorary Society, "The Medusa: " 
J. W. Edgerton, G. W. Ellis, W. W. Vibbert,, 
S. Carter, F. C. Edgerton, W. S. Schutz, C. J. 
Davis, H. T. Greenley, C. F. Weed. The an-
nual banquet was given at the Heublein, Thurs-
day evening, June 22nd, after · THE TABLET 
supper. 
COLLEGE SPORTSMANSHIP. 
A foxy college man had a double barrel gun,-
The professor was on to him dead,-
He aimed a mark, but to his surprise 
Hit three and a goose-egg instead. 
DeF,H. 
The sixth german was given in Alumni Hall 
on Friday evening, June 23d, and was the largest 
of the year. The leaders were C. C. Barton, Jr., 
'93 with Miss Russell, and F. C. Edgerton, '94 
with Miss Twitchell. The chaperones were Mrs. 
J. H. Hall, Mrs. F. W. Russell, Mrs. \V. L. Robb, 
and Mrs. Henry Ferguson. The favors were 
handsome, and the whole affair went of with the 
success usually attending the germans. The 
young ladies present were, Miss Webb, Miss 
Burnell, Miss McCook, Miss Grace Plimpton, 
Miss Starr, the Misses Brainard, Miss Robinson,. 
Miss Whitmore, Miss Taintor, Miss Eleanor 
Johnson, Miss Allen, Miss Knous, Miss Bennett, 
Miss Bulkeley, Miss Claghorne, Miss Vibbert, 
Miss Gillett, Miss Lanman, Miss Corwin, Miss 
Paddock, Miss Buck, Miss Watson, Miss Curry, 
Miss Corson, Miss Steiner, Miss Lee, and Miss 
Beecher. 
GLEE, BANJO, AND MANDOLIN CLUBS. 
At a recent meeting of the musical organiza-
tions of the college, W. S. Schiltz, '94 was elec-
ted President, and Solomon Stoddard, '94, Man-
ager, for the ensuing year. In accordance with 
the constitution Qi the organization, the Banjo 
and l\Iandolin Clubs elected their directors on 
,. 
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June 9th, C. J. Davis, '94, and F. P. Johnson, 
'94, being elected to the two positions. 
During Professor Ferguson's trip abroad, 
his department will be conducted by Prof-
essor White, a Harvard graduate, Professor in 
Kenyon College and in the University of the 
South. 
A silver plate has recently be~n purchased to 
:mark the fine collection of bird's-nests and eggs 
which was presented to the Museum by Mr. C. 
-C. Trowbridge, '92. 
The chapel organist and precentor have not 
_yet been appointed for next year ; the markers 
will be Pi::.att, '94 and Hubbard, '94. 
In the Freshman tennis tournament, the finals 
of which were played June 17th, Hicks won first 
.and Parsons second place. 
The '94 Ivy has after many postponements of 
the eventful day, been placed on sale and is a 
decided advance upon all previous volumes. It 
reflects great credit on the board of editors. 
The following men have been appointed Col-
lege Marshals for Commencement : Carter, Stod-
<lard, Graves, F. C. Edgerton, Pratt and Belden. 
On Tuesday, June 13th, Carter '94, establish· 
ed two good records in "putting the shot," and 
"thr_owing the hammer." The first was 39 ft. 
7 ¼ m., and the second, 99 ft. 1 in. The judg-
es were Professor Luther, Mr. Foster, and ·wain-
wright, '95. 
Before the same judges, on June 16th, Green-
ley, '94, broke the two mile bicycle record, mak-
ing it in 6 min. 1 ¾ sec. 
Burton Parker, '93, has lately made the college 
a very handsome present of three photographs of 
reproductions of buildings in ancient Rome. 
They are, at present, hung in the Latin Room. 
The following men will speak at the Sixty-
seventh Commencement: Valedictorv March 
Chase Mayo; Salutatory, Robert Pe;k Bates· 
Third Appointment, Herbert Mendenhall Smith ; 
William French Collins, Frederick Bradford 
Cole, Charles Albert Horne, Ellis Bedell Dean. 
On Monday evening, June 26th, the Mando-
lin and Banjo Clubs, with an octette from the 
Glee Club, will give a concert in Alumni Hall 
for the benefit of the seniors. 
PERSONALS. 
Dr. W. A. M. ·w AINWRIGHT, '64, has removed 
bis office to No. 12 1 Main street, Hartford. 
Married-In St. Andrew's Church, Hanover, 
Mass., June 8th, the Rev. F. S. HARRADEN, '67, 
and Miss ELIZA S. SYLVESTER. 
The Philadelphia Tz'mes gives a biographical 
sketch of a portrait of GEORGE E. ELWELL, '701 
as one of the country editors of Pennsylvania. 
The Rev. F. W. HARRIMAN, '72, has been 
elected secretary and treasurer of the Church 
Scholarship Society of the diocese of Connecticut. 
Married-In New York City, June 1st, T. L. 
STEDMAN, M. D., '74, and Miss LINDA E. 
L'EsTRANGE. 
The Rev. C. E. CRAIK, '74, preached the ser-
mon at the late annual council of the diocese of 
Kentucky. 
The address of the Rev. GEO. WM. LINCOLN, 
'75, is 145 Manheim street, Germantown, Phila-
delphia. 
GEORGE M. CURTIS, '80, has been elected a 
trustee of the Episcopal Academy of Connecti-
-cut at Cheshire. 
The sermon at the opening of the late meeting 
of the Convocation of Western Texas, was 
preached by the Rev. A. W. BURROUGHS, 'So. 
The Rev. F. H. CHURCH, '82, is secretary of 
the diocese of California. 
The Rev._ PAUL BIRDSALL, '86, has resigned 
the rectorsh1p of the Church of the Ascension, 
New Haven, Conn. 
Married-In St. Paul's Church, Yonkers, 
N. Y., June 6th, the Rev. E. deF. Miel, '88, and 
Miss MARION SCRIBNER. 
At the Commencement of the General Theo-
logical Seminary, the Rev. F. F. KRAMER, '89, 
received the degree of Bachelor of Divinity, and 
H. H. BARBER, '90, J. S. LITTELL, '90, and I. W. 
HUGHES, '9r, were graduated, the diplomas be-
ing presented by the Rt. Rev. Dr. SCARBOROUGH, 
'54. On Trinity Sunday Mr. BARBER was or-
dained in Calvary Church, New York, and Mr. 
LITTELL in St. John's Church, Wilmington, Del. 
A. T. GESNER and JOHN WILLIAMS, '90, hav-
ing graduated at the Berkeley Divinity School, 
were ordained to the diaconate, in the Church of 
the Holy Trinity, Middletown, Conn., on the 7th 
of June, by the Rt. Rev. BISHOP WILLIAMS, '35. 
Mr. GESNER's address is Detroit City, Minn., 
and Mr. Williams' is Windsor Locks, Conn. 
Married-In Chicago, Ill., June 14th, the Rev. 
A. T. GESNER, '90, and Miss BLANCHE LOUISE 
PINNIGER. 
ON THE WALK. 
DURING the intervals when the exertion of passing examinations over at Alumni Hall 
is more than one can bear, while other men are 
plaintively making their tables squeak and things 
generally uncomfortable for the professor in 
charge, the Stroller looks up at the bare, white 
walls and admires the effect of the gaudy class 
banners thereon. They remind one of diamonds 
in a dust-heap, and it occurs to the Stroller that 
the different classes who gave them cast their 
pearls before a certain class of animals that shall 
be nameless. It is very unkind also, to ladies 
and gentlemen in full dress, who happen to be 
wall-flowers and therefore feel painfully con-
scious of their conspicuous appearance. The 
Stroller heard rumors that the graduating class 
were to soften the objectionable hue with a little 
paint, but, owing to their general insolvency, 
capped by their diploma fees of $5 each, these 
expectations could not be realized. The belles 
of Class Day must confront the beaux with wil-
ted collars, against the same glaring background 
and play the same old game. 
* 
* * THERE is a certain feeling among college men 
in general, that the initiate should be refused 
certain privileges open to those who rank above 
him, while at the same time he is expected to be 
courteous enough to be willing to take the ad-
vice and respect the opinion of those of longer 
standing. Freshmen have generally recognized 
this unwritten law and consequently have con-
ducted themselves with due decorum. How-
ever, now that hazing has been abolished, 
we are often led to wonder if it was not rather 
through a fear of a summary punishment, that 
they thus conducted themselves, than because of 
a slight respect for upper-classmen, or indeed 
through regard for their own conduct. It is cer-
tainly distasteful to us to draw such a conclus-
ion, but conditions have rendered such a judg-
ment necessary. That delicate point where-
amusement ceases to be funny to any one 
but the participator, seems to have been• 
unrecognized by the modern freshman. Per-
haps we might add, by many whose ac-
tions deserve that they should, despite their; 
class rank, be placed in the same category. 
There is nothing ridiculous nor calculated to. 
make a reasonable man laugh in confiscating col-
lege or outside property and burning it on the 
campus at midnight, accompanied by yells, heard 
solely within an insane asylum. Of course the 
college does not expect subservience or a 
child-like calmness on the part of freshmen, 
but certainly, even though hazing has been, 
done away with, it must be remembered that a 
quiet speech and a becoming manner do far more 
to give a man a good position in college than ac-
tions which incite in upper-classmen an irresistible 
desire to inflict infantile chastisement on the 
offenders. 
* 
* * 
"OH, what is like to a day in June ! " Yes-
we will all agree with the poet-there is nothing 
like a sunny June day, especially at college. 
Our little world is all astir. The man who never 
seemed to study throughout the year now shows 
himself but seldom, and then his face is seen to 
wear a worried, intense look. The grind can 
smile and smile he does, and gets his ten spot. 
How beautiful to lie beneath the trees and 
think-so say the Seniors who get through a 
week ahead of the rest of us. But then they 
may have sad things to think of. However, 
soon we will be in the whirl of Commencement 
Week :-class-day-the dance-the degrees-
and then-good-bye for one more summer 
vacation. 
The Stroller. 
AMONG THE EXCHANGES. 
THE OLD SU.'.\IMER HOUSE. 
'Twas a dilapidated ancient shed, 
The woodwork stained and fallen to decay ; 
And often at the close of summer's day, 
A troop of frolic dames would overspread 
The old gray bench with gauzy drapery, 
Pressing the worn grass with small, glistening feet, 
Filling the tremulous air with laughter sweet, 
That mocked the river's undertone of glee. 
But once there chanced into that trysting place 
One to whom fame was but a household sound ; 
Whose pensive air and calm, majestic grace 
Suit well the bays wherewith his Lrows are crowned · 
And since that time his footprints of those ways, ' 
Have made for future pilgrims classic ground. 
-Rtd and Blut. 
TWO WAYS OF LIFE. 
IN shadowy depths of woodland dim and fair 
A white-stoled sisterhood of blossoms dwell 
Each in her dainty, moss.lined oriel, • 
And a pure fragrance ever lingers there 
Ethereal incense of unspoken prayer, ' 
While far as chiming of a fairy bell, 
The thrush and bluebird their glad tidings tell, 
Witho~t, ~nshelte:ed from the burning air, 
~od s t111y pens1oners_gathering up his gold 
Smile through the wayside grasses at our feet • 
The cuirassed dandelion brave and bold, ' 
Bright buttercups and daisies dewy-sweet.-
Themselves a largess of His wealth untold 
To weary toilers in the noontide heat 
-Mount HolytJlr. 
